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"The point is that wherever it has mattered I have
got everything askew. I think I have had quite a lot
of vision, all of it defective like the people who have
a lot of taste all cf it rather bad/'
How extraordinary Lisa is, Sarah thought, clear-
sighted enough to plumb her blindness to its depths*
"Knowing that you are blind doesn't give you an
atom more sight," Lisa continued, as if Sarah had
been thinking out loud. "You are the only person,
I believe, that I have loved and understood/'
"Bless you, darling/'
"I want my child to be in touch where I have been
out of touch. But I don't want her brought up as a
realist, brushing things aside because they don't seem
to matter. What matters is so much more compli-
cated than that. To be sensible is, I suppose* an
excellent thing, but I have rarely seen sense un-
accompanied by insensibility/*
"You don't seem to be planning a very happy life
for your child," Sarah observed, a little grimly.
"As long as it is life."
"You believe in life?" Sarah enquired in her dryest
voice*
"Of course I believe in it/*
"You don't know much about it."
"Of course I don't. The unknown is always what
we believe in."
"The man who prepared me for confirmation